-4 other hand is held by a typieal New York

4. 3 The dock or whasl vepresented 15 at Nine.
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over the sea—n strong, falr, beautiful wom-

A Poet’s Daughter.

“So tall and falr, my sweet love stood,
~And held me close in her round armas,
And kissed my mouth with her warm

an, In love with life and with the world,
and yet g dreamer, Bhe llved more in her
books than out of them, her taste for read-
ing as much her heritage from her poet
father as her dreamy eyes and her vague

Iips." yvesrnings.

—Frofessor Horace Arnold to Marle| Her reading was more & man's choles
Philcsophy, péychlenl

Retsas, .

than a woman's.

minds of all ages—she had thumbed them
all,

But the real woman was not the deeply
read, hard thinking student of abstruse
ldeas. Demosthienes, Plato, the strugglers
for truth, were only the companions of her
lonely hours. Wlen ghe touched n pen
herself It was not heavy bypothesis and
figured conclusion that flowed from It, but
rhymes and love verses. They were per-
haps not great verses. The sentlment was
often eloudy and the words ill-chosen, but
they satlefied her and they betrayed the
renl’ woman, the poet's daughter, who hnd
a gong In her heart and & mind to give it
volee.

Early marrled—and Danlsh girls osually
are—early wldowed, ber sorrows hnd come
and gone. Bhe was stlll young, atlll beau-
tiful, and her life gtlll lay before her, She
had distarded her dead hushand's’ name
und resumed that of her fatber.

She was no young gltl coming to n city
lgnorant of its temptations and Ifs
dangers. 8he was sophisticated, edn-
cated, keen-witted, Her dress was al-
ways tasteful, alwnys thea vogue. By
breeding and by habit she was accus-
tomed to the refinements of 1ife. She was
altogether interesting, wholesome, pleagant
and adaptable. The first friends she made
were the ordlnary fllppant, self-coneelted,
gelf-satlsfied young people of a blg elty.
She made herself one of them, and thelr
pleasures were ostensibly her pleasures
nud thelr wagys her ways. But they did not
satisfy her. Her Instinct was to strive

Ehe was & woman grown when she came | confecture, the great guesses of the greatafter deeper things. The Danes toke thelr

An Artist Who Paints Reaf |

Life in_l‘jQ\i_TorR. '_

Wea TYankees conalder ourseives pretty
smart, a8 & rule, and eertainly don’t expect
visitors from John Bull's little Island to
get shead of us in our' own land; but hers
Is the story of an Englishman who seems
to heve pleked up & good Iden that New
Yorkerg hnve overlooked

Tp in Harlem on the busy maln of One
Hundred and Twenty-fifth street, just east
of Lenox avenue, a genlus has come to
lght, and strong men and falr women
8llke pauss In their hurrled walks and foln
the admirlng—and, o many Instaness, deep-
Iy-moved throng, who gnze thelr 011 upon
A large oll painting In the windéw of a

| lttle muslc and statlonery store.

The subject of the plcture Is a gruesome
onp enough, and yet it appeals far more
to the averpge New Yorker, than any Ideal
conception or fantastic plece of portralt-
ure.

It shows & heautifo]l young woman In all
the ghastly pallor of death, Ising prone
upon the rough planks of a typledl harbor
wharf, Her left urm 15 extended at fulk
length by her alile, 2nd a ring shines upon
ong of the opened fNngers. Her halr falla
In a J'tipplu_g. disheveled mnass, and her
clothes lave that peculiar dlinglag effeat
which shows their evident saturation, Her

policenun, who, with an exprossion of
deeph plty upon hls face, 16 hoping agalnst
hope to feel somé slight evidence of her
stlll belng nlive, by means of the tardy
movements of her pulse,

The artist Is Avthur Dilehl, an Foglish.
man, 18 4 man of genlus who has seen hnrd
lack. But he has not iet It get the better
of him. He has courage and perseverance,
and it looks as if he had struck a very good
idea, oA A2n
“The pleture | T.ge window,” sgnld Mr,
Dlchl, VT eall 'Dend or Allve? Tt is palnted
wholly from asctualities, and «hls of course
hos u great deil to do with It daturilbeds
& ‘h street and the Hast Rf*‘ﬂ) and the

‘eman I§ a composite study of & num-

of offfcers. OF course, I ald not have
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noeetry gloomlly, and she felt she was a
poet. Learning she vevered, kuoowledge
she respected, religion she neither koew
nor eaved for.

Into the little circle she bad made for
herself came a man, the man who wrote
the lines with which tlis romance hegins,

A PROFESSCR OF TEGH-
NOLOGY.

It 15 not a romance at all, pet; it Is
a reality and a reality which it may
seem terrible for you to face some
day."—From Professor Arnold's letters
to Marie Reisa.

Professor Horace L. Armold—a dlstln-
gulshied sounding uame, & name full of sog-
gestlon of competepce and skill; a pame
that fits the man who erossed the orbit of
the Danigll poet's daughter with the blg
dark eyea and the rod zold halr.

He loakedl the professor—not the bowed
backed sclentlst, but the erect, woll-polsed
man of speeinl kpowledge, He was old, hut
his years get on him jike a decoration; not
llke a burden. He was a gentleman, a
wide-awake, end-of-the-nineteenth-century
man—clean eut, well dressed, enpable.  His
hsir was gray, but gzay hnir cropped closp

adds to the appenrance of most men,
They would be all In all to eaoh other—

4 unicn of souls, the more hallowed be-
couge It must be secret; a sweet parther-
shlp that the gross world conld know noth-
Ing about. THey wonld *“‘seale together
the helghts of Intellect” nnd live with thelp
souls among the clouds. S8he knew he had
& wife and children, but other's rights
cannot stand In the way of a union of such
aplrits,

Bhe belleved him. Mayhe—yon can never
tell In these cases—he belleved himself.

A FOET'S PARTNERSHIP.
My house—of love—was builded on
the sand,
Promlise me nothing., That the heart
will rain v

On eyes whose tears are done,
And lips that will not kiss you back

again

Forever any more, I know of one.

. =Titania to Horace Arnold.

Probably they had their hour in Paradlge,
It would seem go, for these are fragments
from what he wrote her:

And all you can do Is to do as every
girl “who loves not wisely but too well”
must always do—suffer many things
for the joy of belng loved as a wife
seldom is loved. You need not ba jeal-
ous, That is one thing; and you are
loved every minuté—that Is another
thing. And all the rest is wrong—

every way., .
. _@

-

Aftfer all, Marle, swhat you waht most
of all of man Is that he should be mad
OoVer you every minute, and that makes
me hope that you can love me a long
time. There neyer was a man Who
could weary the soul out of a woman
with constant, eternal lovemaking any
more selfighly Lha.n } can,

-

Never fear. I love with a deathless
passion, It is the rational, correct lov-
ers that need the support of church
and state. '

...

If we part It will be because you
leave me, and I will never be silly
enough to dream of love again—never.
You do love me. I know that. How
¥ou can, or why you do, is more than I
can gee. You love me and try to
please me. I ses you do a lot of things
to please me—and I am very grateful
to you for your kindness., There will
never be any vow between us at all
I will never qusr:el .wlt‘h you—

-

Poor pet—how you must have felt

when you wrote, Do lave your own

falthful wife.—Dearest husband, m¥y

love. :.gjr

...

They were golng to write a book of paems
together—a dream. of fame that mingled
with their other drenmas.

S8he bhad gone to liva among strangers,
and tothem she confided that the Professor
who ecalled so often ‘was her husband. She
weaved quite & romance to asctount for
thelr not living together. What was a lle
in such a canse. Husband he was In sight
of heaven, they both would say.

She was always writing when he was not
there. Her room wes & nest of books.
Something of what she wrote she let those
about her gee

A FOOL AND A FORGET~

TING,
Promise me nothing. You but =ald
“til death™
Even with my wedding ring.
Promise me nothing, lest with my last

breath
I make you promise—only every-
thing. o

Promise me nothing.
will buy
Another ring, you know;
Then, If the dead walk in thelr slesp,
must I
Come shivering back and say, "I
told you so0.”
—Titania to Horace Arnold.

One day you

The body of 8 woman, young and falr,
and fine and fashionably eclad, was found
lnst. Mondey morning In the waters of the

Central Park Reservolr.
The marks had all been cut away from

the clothing, andeven the multitude of

In her pockets wers found scraps of
poetry, eards written over, and such mes
sages as these:

Ahove yonder tree a bird is singing
my swan song, "Good-by."—Titania.

written tnessages gnd gcraps of paper found
In her clothing told nothilng of who she was

“Never mind who I am or why this

or whence she came to thnt lopely spot to | I8 dome. It will never be found out. I

seek death.

& o Englan

o 1 g -

hope not."—Titanla.

| 60 Lifefike They Are Like =

Actual_Photographs.

the model with the plctured surroundings:
but the Morgue and dissecting rooms gave
me every opportunity for study and pose.

“My whole lden 1= to portray typles] New
York Clty scenes, and I hare been most
ngreeably surprised st the amount of at-

‘tentlon which they have attracted.

Mr. Dlehl lod the way to his little Ime
provised studio in the rear of the stors
and produced varions speclmens of his
craft.

Among these, and a ftting companion
plece to the gna In the window, was a
canvas about 4x8 feet, entitled “Grief!™

The figure of a woman clad in & rich
evening dress ls shown in full lfe sige,
Iring face down upon a lousge. Both
hands are clinched tightly, end in one
she holds a crumpled letter, the envelope
of which has fallen to the floor. Upon the
appropriste finger both wedding and en-
gngement rings can be distingulshed, and
the photograph of a man placed In a
dalnty frome occuples A positlon tpon a
writing desk af her feet. The apartment
Is a typlcal flat parler, and the view from
the window shows It to be In the neigh-
borhood of Central Parz: The position of
ber body—in the uncomfortable abandon
whieh only great grief wouldl causs—the
leiter, the evening gown, and the pals
morning light stealing In at the window,
tell thelr tale far better than mere words
can desoribe,

That Mr. Dieh! s no amateur who has
leaped Into promlpence through a locky
chance iz well evidenced In the foet that
be bas been anm nrtlst for jover elghteen
Fears. He in an Englishman by birth, and
both of his parents have atialned to eon-
elderable emlence ln the sssociated fislds
. of musle mnd Uternture. His father s
Louls Diehl, the composer of ‘“Jack's
Yarn," “"Golug to Market” and other equal-
Iy well-known and popuolar songs; and his
mother s Allee Margold Diehl, whose
novels, “The Garden of Eden," ‘“Doctor
Paul's Theory."” et have been pubilahed
nnd appreciate® s country, as well
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